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(gAMl AND THE TIME 
3 OF THE TROUBLES 


T en year-old Sami lives with his 
family ill Beirut* the capital of 
Lebanon. Until the middle of the 
twentieth century, Beirut was one of 
the most splendid cities in the world. 
Today ir is a place of ruin and trouble. 
And it is Sami's home. 

Sami and his little sister Leila are 
like children everywhere* but their 
lives are like those of too many other 
children who live in places where vio- 
lence has become the accepted way of 
resolving differences. Always, ill ere 
arc memories of good times to hold 
on to when the troubles come. Always, 
there is hope that this time will be the 
last time. 

Florence Parry Heidc and Judith 
Heide Gilliland have spun a moving, 
poetic sfory of one famityN de tormina 
tion to have a future amid civil chaos, 
Ted I .e wiu\ vividly expressive water 
color paintings illuminate the M length 
of the human spirit in the face ol the 
greatest tragedy ol ill tlic t at lure ill 


2RT ^TTeT 3T 3T^ mRcIK % TTT2T T^eTT f. <sfl>HcJ1 

?lc TTs^t % cW tTTT # RloHcTl TRTt ?TRTCfTT ?T^Tr ^Icfr *fT. 3TT3T tw 

3ttT k ,c h ^ cR^toT q3->l ci^l TmfT qq HIT 

TTTJfr aftc 3Ti^r eftnr % ai^r ?wnr ^fr f . qr 3ttr 

3rt ^ 3^£r Qwfi qfr rtf tt fR^rtr f^rr ^rit % tt f^rrtt 3 rt armfr 

^r?fr TT faddo} % f^TT RRT f^FTT 3T T^TTT T|r f. 3R ^f^TTT 3TIcft £ Ht RRT 3TEdf ftp# 
# eft ^cT ?R3TTTRFI - *icHW T0?t f. 3^ sfftT T^efT £ ftr ^ ^TT §fr 

O O 

dTT oTRRTT, 3fR ftR TT %RT 3TT^r. 

qftftrr 3ttr orfltr ft ?nftt % qftcnr qqr jnfer q^Tftr Tftr Jif^r 

fN j O 

aft £ididi ft ftr Trrjfr qr qft<m qqr sri^zr # +i<h<hi tott ft te ft%r % ftrft 
ft 7r§fR trt^t % sCtrrsT §fr, fttftr % %ft qr trf j-m-^cTi ftft ssrt toift ftftr ft 
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IV ly name is Sami, and I live in the time of the troubles. Ir is a time 
of guns and bombs. It is a time that lias lasted ail my life, and I am ten 
years old. 

Sometimes, like now, wc all live in the basement of my uncle’s house. 

Other times, when there is no fighting, when there are no guns, we 
can be upstairs. We can go outside: my mother can take my little sister 
Leila to market, mv grandfather and unde can go to work, and i can go 
to school. i • 


ftTT <dl<H , bll<iTl f?, 3"i1 ^ ^ S|$d oil ^$1 ^T. ^TITt 3ftT ®lcj^> 

tJcH ^ <s|<Hs| Mac ^ RlcH^tHI 3=nft HhTl foTFSlftr §TT ^ToTT 3ltT 

3f^ did dltH °bl 

3TW ch!<J| 3^ -cii-cii ftr ETT % cl^<sno-l T^cT f'. 3PR tHSl^ ^ 3ltT 

oTjft 'dcH Tift eft f^T $<H 3^ 9ft , d c bc^ cl^l $<H sTT^T ofT 'd c bcl f? 
- dsf HT ftft t^lcTl <s|$eri chI cH I 3ft, siiolK eT oiT TT3>cft jft <*■)■). 2fT2[Toft 3ftT ^TTcTT 
3f c fft" chm 3T oTT TH^cl f?, 3ftT cl®l 9ft T^btH oTT TT^kTT tjT. 





] lie List lime we had quiet dav\ mv gr.indfathci look my sister and 
me to the lx*ach lor .1 picnic. My mother came tim, The sun was brigltt 
and hot, and we built castles in the sand. 

“This is the way it used to be, Sami,” my grandfather told me that 
day. “This is the way it was before the time of the troubles,” 

My mother looked at him then and shook her head. “It will never 
be the same.” she said. I knew she was thinking of ray father, and that 
we will never see his face again, or hear his voice. 

My grandfather took my mother’s hand. “Sr was an accident,” he 

said. 

“Accident!” my mother cried, though she spoke so softly that 1 could 
scarcely hear. “When they place bombs where people go to market? It is 
no accident when we die like that!” 
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fty.<Hl ^R f^oT ?TT^ 2fT, ^ f^T CJCJofl 3T^ 3^r ^oT ftcbPlch iR RRcR % 

d i u . tit atr *trt # ?fr. rrt 3ttr ^it, 3ttr 3 tt f^r $<ho} ^ft gmi^. 

§fr ft fflcTT 2TT, FTRfr,” dldloil ^ 3R “ttt ^RRIT. “elflf FT <7^ TRTRTT ft frfTT 3TTFT 
<H 1 ^1 oT cl I 2JT. 

3TT £ dldloil <£f 3TlT 3^T 3TW FR f^cTRTT. “3RT fCTRTcT Wtt crrfrRT *tft Stitt,” JTT 

^ ^T. W §TT # 3t tt: ftdlofl % tt FTRT *ft. ?TRI^ 3RT 373ft 3ft ftldlofl # StmSt 
<r|^l O °i H I c; a'| 3il>t ST 373ft ioichl ftgFT ^,<£1 Ml tj d 1 . 

dldjofl ^ RT 37T 3373T 3lk 3^, “eft TJ37 c^iddl 8fr," Jo-tfW 37^r. 

“<jt5c<rii!” 3 tt ft ftft 37^r. <ft fciftt sftft 3TT3T3T ft ftftft Rff 3 >tj do-nl (ft oTfft fft^rr. 

3ToTR ft <s| a— <s| FFsT olid t? - ol^l , ^ c hs1 RRT 'tl ol I <H I 3TTft-oTTft j>? 3RR ^FT dF^ ®l a— s| ft <h 1 cl ft, eft ftt 

ttf ^ddi ^tft ftfttr 


I lu'\ wnv i|mcl .1 moment 

Will vou help I dla anil me with this vmd castle?” I asked my 
grandliither ! did m»t want l-cila to hear them talking. 

My grandfather touched my mother’s shoulder and then knelt down 
beside my sister and me. 

We can build the finest castle in the land," he said, 

"But it won’t last,” l told him. 

"It will last in your head, Sami. Just tike today. And look, this is a 
beautiful day.” 



f^T £rt|T ^ % [ok 1 k ,c bC;<H did t5T d I I . 

“cf'MI 37T t T ^cT 377 foxHI <S|<r||(r| ?7 3^T dldl 3T2^ cbldl?” c^lc^loTl ^ 

HIM. ^ oT^t Ml$dl ^JT dldl, s|$1 37cT 

ciiciiofi ^ <rt 377 373=117 73377 siIt f^r 3 f ^ct 3 >r 3^ 3 ftr <hI<hi % 

o o 

H I'd ^<5 ^PT. 

“^3T 3iHo-l £f?7 377 •dsl'f) 33=217 <H$tH 5o-$l<r| 37^7. 

“3T cjt s|$d T^ol) d3> Tci^dl d£l,” <^<rl iol^l cb^l. 

“3T cR-^tT dd$l1 37^3T 3^7 $<»1377 faj2f7 37737 377 f^3T. 37737 377 

O 

f^oT f^ddl Md Wd 3< ^ 3T?” 

<\ <\ c\ 







My grandfather was right, it was a beautiful day. 

Today is one of the bad days. Ir has been had tor a long time, We 
cannot go outside at all because of the gunfire in the streets. My sister 
Leila does not leave my side. 

I think about the fort that I built with my friend Amir the last time 
we were outside. I wonder il it is still there. 

Now, in the basement, my unde tells a funny story and everyone 
laughs. 


SJdJofT ^ TH?t (ft *JT- Rd c||ch^ Tf k'ct, -qs|^i<c1 fc*R 2JT. 

RT 3TTaT R<r| k'cb lisKId fc^T 3T ToT TR % cfrd<H §ft d$l RsT 

■dcbcl ctdRi ■dScbl RT d lifted I dot {?. TpfT oil (HI 3^TT 3TRJT olsd 

Mr ^ %. 

^ ^cT % 3TT 3^t did «b<dl ^ oft ft*5>cHl ^R ^t ^ % dUl°1 
3lHol dWd 3RfR % TTRT f^oT3R ddldl 2JT. «Ldl cjt f^ToTT 3f3ft 3ft TRf^cT $1 d 1 1 ? 

o 

R3fr d^’isilol ?f TfRUoft h lc b 3-fotdR ^j^Tcfft 'ddlrl f? fot^" TFT^R TT3ft did 

O O 








] lie on the mattress where Leila and I sleep and look at the carpers 
on the walls. My unde brought the carpets here from our house because 
my mother says there must be nice things around us to remind us of the 
good days, to remind us of how it used to lx*. This is the reason we have, 
here in the basement, the big brass vase that was a wedding present to 
her and my father. 

“There is so little space, why do wc need this?" my unde asked as 
he carried it. 

tv mother did not answer hint, and the Vase Staved. 
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qoPT affr 3Wr f # 3d% dt m ^rartr & t 

*1(41 di Pl£Kdl f. dldlofl 35T *1(41 di *t ^Tlt Tt oTRf €T, *3% jff 

*T 2JT # ^TTTt 3TRTW TT^T tfr# tJT% 4 3TT ^ ddldK ^TT 

O o 

f^fr # ter^fr *fr. =rtfrf^r ^ dgui^ # ter 
*ddid §fr §■, 3fr ?ff aftr *t $n£r % # frRrT §jt. 

“d^T^r # *7T 3RT^ f-, fOT fF *ddjd *t cf^t of oTRtT SRTT 

*tat?” rJIdlofl ^ *ddld ^ oTTct ^ TOT. 

<\ o ^ 

dT ^ 3Tf W *T *lf 3RR dft f^TT, <TT *ddjd dgUlo} # dRfT ddT. 






My grand hither starts to talk. He talks of rhe day of the children, 
i k speaks to everyone, but he looks at me. 

1 have heard the stories of that day many times, but I like hearing 
them again now. 

Still my grandfather looks at me. It seems that he wants me to answer 
a question, a question he has not asked. , ^ 


What is it that lie wants me to say? 






SJSfTofr ^ silcl'cTlcI 3R^ “s| ■ctj'l %T f^T” cb^l^fl ^RtRft. 

o o 

silcl'Jlcl «Mcl 3fft 3TtT 

o 

31T R<r| ch^lffTl 4<r] H$o) 3ft ^R ^Rft ?ft. 3^T ch^lfffl 3R-3R 

O 

•dolo-l <Hs} <Ha1l Sffctt 2JT. 

o o~ 

c^lc^lofl 3fft rR'T’ ^-isicl ff. cjt <H$H ^ k ,c b ^R5T HML9>o1l ■cjl^c) ff. 5T olio} 
3Tt Ht5><r) ff ^ {f . 

eft ?lfr Tt ^R5T ^RTT 3TcfR ^TT^T f? 

o 





Suddenly there is a loud, hard crash that shakes the walls and makes 
the carpets tremble. I am afraid. 

My grandfather smiles at me and 1 am not quite so afraid. 

"Too dose, too close! 11 cries my mother. She puts her head in her 
hands. 

Everyone is silent, waiting, and my mother comes over to our mat- 
tress to hold Leila. My grandfather says, "Remember rhe sunsets we have 
seen? Remember how the sun seems to touch the earth? So close, so 
close. Vet the sun is millions of miles away.” 

In a moment he and my mother join my unde around the radio on 
the other side of the room. They hope to leant something, they hope to 
hear good news. 


?r§fr aid Web git^t ^rtr % # armra- ar^fr ^ firmer bRRfr f attr 

o 

cblefld oRTc^ f . 3? oRTcTT 

dldlc>fl 2Tt3T <HL c b'llrl f frRTTT i&J 37 oTTcTT 

o o o 

<s| J-G] cjo^l H I ^ H">CI ^!” ?TT $ k J ^^>1 . f'-hK c{l<r|l ^ 'FIT ^ll<HI . 

o 

'M <sj ch) j I ^ 3^T 3i d I chI ^rToTR 3 tT T^ f^R RT $<HI^ 3TRft 3ftT chIcHI 

^ ^ oRTRT. dl'dloll f, ^ f efr ^fPFcT 3ft TTT*T ^ £t? ^ f? f^RT 

cRF Tf TR5T, tn^tr ^ ^cTT ^WrTT ^ ^TT eft WT RT 3RTR # TRoT, Tr 

jflcT ^fr <TI ^TtcTT £.” 

<bt3> ^7 sllc; qiqiofl aftr JIT cj>H^ ct)<H^ ^ tlel ollcl {?, til*! I ’TT gslsl'l yw 7^ {?. 

7T3fT 7TRT cbl^ 3i^t5>l TsRR -d<H<d ^>t (HltHlf^-lcl 









► I listen to my sister's sort song, a song my father used to sing, and 
I think of my father's peach trees. I remember Ins telling me of his trees 
manv times* the trees of his orchards. 

* I try to think of them now, I try to pretend I am niv father walking, 
tig the winding road, climbing up and up through the foothills, comingj 
upon his orchards, the trees heavy with peaches, peaches like little rounds 
of sun* l wonder if those trees are still there. I wonder it t will ever see 
them* 

Thebans are loud, but the crashes are nor as dose as before* 

even though the noises of the night are inside my head, 
pushing everything else away. 

Wejjlavfr manv nights, main da vs, like these in this time of the 

troubles. * 


(HlcHI 3113101 ft k Jc h d flcl <*M <H I <(5) ft". ft 3R <<11^ qft -^Rcll (^T. ftcTToft ftt d IMI RRTT 

3Rft ft. fTTft ^ Rft #? 3fT|ftr % M # ^ 3fTcft eft 3TO ^ 

% «nt ft sidi^i qRft ft. ftr % sRftft ft cRt ft. 

3ra ft 3R M #? GfTt ft ftHcll f. ft qTRRT RRT f 3ftl f^cTTofT ftft T Wt^ R 

3R7 RRTT f. ftfR q?2jft # fttfeftf 3d4R ftdlofl % qRf Rft sRfrft ft qfRTT f . 

3fR % qr^ff ft Rft f, k J cK<H RtR-ftlR ?Rft 3fR ftR^RT RRT ftft faflft f. ^RTT eft 3T§fT 

c\ O c\ O 

3ft efft ftft? ft 3RT3T q^cTT f - q^IT ft ^ft ^RRT &sT qT3RT? 
sf^qft # 3fraTft 3T3ft 3ft 3TT 2ft. qi 3R tt qRT 5=T^t, ftt 

ft ftRr qr tr # «Whi+ arrant 3r§ft 3ft fit ^<hhi ft R?rftr f aftr ftt R3fr 

fftrarft qft ^<hmi ft «ii$< t><*> ftftr 


RT cR(? % RfRT R 3fft f^R, sfTft-sfTft ft ftRft ff. 








Ir is morning. My mother, unde, and grandfather are gathered 
around the radio listening. Perhaps they have been listening all night. 

My grandfather turns away from rhe radio and motions to Leila and 
me, “We can go outside now," he says. “It is sate.” 

Mv mother closes her eyes. I know she is remembering my father 
and worrying now, too, about Leila and me. She makes us wait until we 
hear the usual noises of the street before she lets us leave the basement. 


% cRF^T zff, xTlrTT dJdJo?l Vr^lt f . 3TRl^ TTcT 3TT 

O O ^ 

Tf^TT g\ 

o 

^ £7 # dddjoTi tt #fr afrr 3Wr # ^ f . “3r«r ^ 

o o 

«n^T on ^rf f,” efr ^?r f. “m <hi^h 

o 

zff 3i HcrTl 3ff& ^ cbkdl <H=£) Hdl f? <Jf l^rlloTl -i| lc\ 

o 

aftr aftr ^ t£t f . err ar^i $dcHK 

o 

cb^rrl <s| l c\ old dl^K 'MS^ *77 ch 1 j |'| % 3fRT-aTRt # Sidled 

o 

>hhi 41 &fr t, H§fr tt «n^7 f . 

o 





I step outside. The air is dusty, bur tile sky is blue. I had forgotten 
the blueness of it! And there is more green. Each time we go out, there 
is more green. My unde says nature is trying to cover up the sad ruins 
of the buildings, trying to cover up what the fighting has done. 

I must help clean up, and I have brought the broom from the base- 
ment. 

But first 1 go to the place where Amir and I built our fort. It is gone 
now, and 1 am sad, Ir took ns a long time ro build it. It was a gixxl fort, 

and I am sorrv it is gone. 


ft *TT % gITFT Q=bddl f . tTcT Tt §Tfr t TT dilddld ^flW fM- 

<\ <\ 

fM fi 3TFFRT % cg[ 3TpT $[ 7RT ^TT! 3RT^f TT ^fMbfr §ft sTT? 3TcT 

gTT£ 7 Plcbdc^ f> cTt M 3ifT 5T3TT 3TTcfT xTTxTT 3T ^TT % f^F ^t\ $<HKcl 

cT^rf # ^p^ct 3ff? f 3^r TOTdt ^fMM ^ t^t 

?ifr afr ^rtgrf f{ MM afrr ft fM h^t^t tt arM ?tt^ hrtt f . 

O c\ c\ 

*-K 'd <s l'bl 3TT *-K oiicll ^ 3T^T 3f3-flT 3ffT jf<rl f^RTTiT f^cHI sidl'd I ^TT. 

fMoTT 31W TT dimsi {?. ^ ^3" 3sT ft ^sft ^tcTT |r. $<HKI f<b<Hl «HvJl<dd 3ffT 3 Tm5T 

5TT, 3flT 3M 3TRR M ^ ^ 







'HScb # ch<<rl ^ did TRRTT 3T^flT 3^T f^lcHcM b<*> 5=RTT bbcHI d°-ll^. 

m (W $ W3W3 §ifr f . ctt^t 3rrt-3rrt ?M # <rat f , ^r sn^r 

Tt f I? . 3 rt ^rrcr rt ^f^rr ?Rfr £ ^f rt 
ts^r xfr f aw alk ^n#r # rf£t ^r f . 

o ° 

$J~I 3TR cIIvtvjIgi ^tcTT 3ftT 3TT °h1 ?sRfT 3^T $lcTl f^> d li^?F 3lW ^RfT^cT ^> 

o o o 

fc<Hl % 4)d°"l % did $<H ddKI f^R ^ cl<HI<H tilcrl ■dl'Tld Hlrl {?. 

3R f^°T 'bd cK*-b °hl 4^1 ^i'K 2TT. SilTl tHdiSl ddi ollo-l 3 h 1 ■( ^j|^l <^>1 d)l ch-cbl °h 4 tI 

armn# an Tfr sft. rRt arq^r cbicM jtr-rr^r, 3^£t sir ^r 


Maybe Amir arid T can build another one, after we have helped to 
clear the sidewalks. 

Already the streets arc filled with people working, talking, buying, 
selling. Chairs have been brought outside again and the old men arc 
sitting with pipes and newspapers, drinking coffee 


If is always a surprise, and my mother is always pleased, that there 
many things to buy after a bad time. 

The day is noisy with the sate sounds of hammers and saws. Of carpets 
being beaten and cleaned, of car horns honking, people calling. 


£r. *iWebu1 €r aftr pM # an^t §fr. 

o 







As J sweep, a wedding party comes down the street, f wonder if my 
mother and father's wedding was like this. 

My unde takes the broom from me, “Go and play,” he saws. "The 
day is short.” 


OT # fTTf oRTT TFT 2JT cT§fT T&P stRTcT ^P 3TTf . 3TT ^ 

(\ 

4<r) 'fil'd I - cf'MI 3ft 3i d-d-Tl -3i #■ ?TT^t 3ft f^ft ^ ^ft? 

H§fr t|M £ 3ft tt fTTf tft^FT ^T, “3TT3ft, oTRil ^cft. f^T ^cT 


ft. 





I look for my friend Amir in the next street. He is there, safe. I k is 
helping his father tarn- a mattress to their basement. “1 think we will not 
be outside for long this time,” says Amir’s father. “Wc must use the time 
we have." 

As soon as Amir is free to play, we build a new fort next to one of 
the fallen buildings. 

It is not as good as our old fort, but it is good enough tor today. 1 
find a piece of wood that looks like a gun and help Amir find one, too. 

“My brother has a real gun,” he says. 

We run, we hide, we pretend to shoot, we pretend to die, l see my 
mother at a stall buying flowers, anil she frowns at me. .She does nor like 
for me to play this game. 


3i d I chI ddl ^ 3lH<r| cftTcT 3f?flT Ft fstolat 3TTcTT it. 3t d ^ I ^^IcT {t- 3t <rfl^ cl^<sll«j-l 3t Rt' 

<t oTftt 3t, STR^f 3f®^T #T “eRTcTT ft =R RTT |R RR7 RT^F R^f 7^ RTCRt,” 

3T#T % 3T®^T ^ ^T. “Rf §tf cRR eRTt RR ft 37TRR 3TR5T $F-et<HIH 3RTT RT%R.” 

otFf 3TfflT ST'TRT *sic<H ^TcTT ft, cfFf f?T fR eftRt ftchcHrl off ^<HKd cJf? 

ft fR 37ft % HI-FI k lc h d^l Ri<HI sldlet ft. 

cr| -d | fcbdl, HFlof folddl eft 3Tm 5T df?l ft, RT 3TTR % felk' 3t <5|ch ft. <H$f k’Hi cHHiil ^eft 

ft off ?f % 3TFFI # ft. # 3rttT fefR §ff ^Tfr URT 3ftl RFff IdlcHdl f. 

“3tt % TO 3T7Tctt t" 3T7ftT ^FTT ft. 

^FT cjtotf dl'srl ft, ft^Hcl ft 3ft7 k lc h cjFttl ^ff did) <HK<j) 3ltT <HFof ^f chFrl f?. c£C 7t 

H^f RT fcldcfl f . cf fM 7f <FI3; <Fof Tff f. sf^F 7f FfeTT 3Rft ftd<M RIHFl'd ft. 




After a while, we stop to rest, Amir says, “When we are older, we 
will have real guns,” 

I shake my head. “The fighting will he over then. It cannot last 
forever.” 

“Rut who will stop it?” asks Amir. 

Two men walk by carrying little children on their shoulders. Seeing 
them reminds me of the stones I have heard about the day of the children. 
It was a long time ago, so long ago I cannot remember. 1 was younger 
than my little sister Leila is now. Amir and I have talked of that day often, 
even though we cannot remember it ourselves. 



to mz artfrr affr tot f . 3T3=frr ^ 

^TTt FT^fr # 3TTTofr 

3TW m ftdldl f . “era - 3#T 3RT 33T3? ^ dk'dfl. ^TT afftT ST 
rnWr.” 

“qr ^ qfcr wrw?” arrfrr toht 

w tt ^ arre^fr doUri f. t 3 ^ tott q? tfc £ . 3 ^ jt£t 

o o 

S^TofT # <Mlc; 3TT^ - “<s| -o-ql f^oT”. 3TT ch^loTl H$ch 1 <slK rl^ 'Mdl 2TT 

3R d£d IJT2T 2JT. $d<HI *3-1 d I 3T¥ <H$1 <h*3- 3ft qid <r|£l . fold 4) «l$l 31¥ sl^d 

O OO 

3m £ Fra - # thtt §fr 2 jt. 3T7frr afrr ter “w^jt % for % ^ 


^Tefr 4t| ^t. , 3f9fT 3?fo s|l^ °t>t5> 'Midi °"i£l £. 

O 
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It was a day like today, a day when everyone could be outside, a day 
when the guns had stopped. 

Without warning, children appeared in the streets. Hundreds and 
hundreds of children started to march. They carried banners and flags, 
they carried signs, and the words written on them said: Stop. Stop 
fighting. 


5 




eft 3fT 3fToT ofcTT SIT — ofsT TIgT chI «• I ■MS c bl ^TT sne< i^lcbol 

3^ slc^bl ^ 3llc||ai 3^ 

era - fWr ^tt 3wt ^irr. 

o 

^cbsl s|^ 'dScb ^ cbclKl ^ 3TT^t deJo-) cH d l. 3<r|<^ ^T^TT «l<rK 3^T 

^TT 'isidi 3lH^I ^T^lt ^ foT^sf ^ chsi^, *1$ ^ d l ®ic» *t>0!” 

O 



STC 

STO 


The smallest children, like Amir, like me, were carried oil the shoul- 
ders of their fathers. People lined the streets to see, people filled the 
balconies. They cheered, they laughed, they cried. 

It was a day to remember, the day the children marched. 

My sister comes to me. She tells me my unde needs me, needs my 
help. As 1 follow her, I look back at Amir, standing next to our fort. He 
looks so tall! He stands so still! 


artfnr aik hft teraff ^ arq^r qq=trr qq t^RT §jt. ^ 

^rrt- qrr fottr ofR q^T cTrsrrer ^ tenrr q? £r ?rr far 

ar^fr i$cTr 3 ^ £qsr ^ £r. rr qq 3FRR ^st £r, ^ £r, qt q^ £r. 

qr f^r qiq^f qqr f^r 2 tt, 3r q^qr qq q^qf $ RRq PichMi ?tt. 

q^r 3 R qrq 3 tt^. 3Tr?r qqq rrt q^t <A-Ti -Hdd 4 tT RqqR t - , fqrfePT qt 

<H^rl qRT ^ ft. qRT % 41^-41^ q<HI. 4)q-4)q 3t <4<4 Hold qR 3RfR q4 4^1. qt 

$<hi} si<hi 4 f4nt f^cH=htH RPRt 3 sT§T 2tt. qt q^R 3RT RR q^T R! qt qqr k’^d-H 

o o 

T4<hi f^c^-sR qrR 2 jt! 

J . V 

^ *RT! 

O 




The Ljuict time does not last long. Now wc art back in my uncle’s 
basement. The night rocks with noise, the air shudders. 

My mother has bought a peach ill the market today tor Leila and 
me to share. My grandfather turns the peach over and over in his hands 
and says, “Where would anyone find such a peach at a time like this?” 

I think again of the orchards of peach trees my father loved so much. 
Now I know they must still be there. Someday I will go to see them. 
Someday, when the fighting lias stopped. 

( v ■ '> ■ 
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3TTfcT 3 tT c^tr ^cT ^R rich C bl-M<H <r|^l ^T. dldl 3if <^<slKI t||t|| % 

cie^l^ ^ <^1^^ chIcoII h$I. TIcT 3R S-l<Hl4i $lcl 3?R «biHcTl 

?ff ^ToTR TT 3TTf jgfc- c*R Rif sfr, f^RRt % # 3fR c?TRT 3Tt aTTtfT- 

(\ 

aUtlT W RIRIofl ?T 3Tlf 3T^ TT *IR-RR U<HIRI afR 1 R5T, “fR 
3-ff^cbcH ^ | cH I cil ^ cl ^ $o1cll 3 Tm 5T 3llS f^oTT?” 

O O c\ 

<H^rl f^FR 3TT3Rt % 3TT slMl 3nf oft f^TcTTofT Rif Hdd RT. 3fR <H^ 

o o o 

Hell 1 ? Rf sIM.I 3T3fr 3fr n$l aRR fRTT. f^Rfr f^RT ^ 3TT RRT Rif aRR ^<si<r| 

RT3RT. Rf R3fT R3RT fRTT RR RR RJTFR ftRT. 

o 




Suddenly 1 know what my grandfather has been silently asking me. 
And I know rile answer. 

I turn to him. "We can have another day,' 1 I say. “We can have 
another time when the children march in the streets.” 

My grandfather puts his hands on mv shoulders, and l see that he 
is proud of me. 

"Yes,” lie says. “It is time. Maybe now the ones who fight will hear, 
maybe this time they will listen. Yes,” he says again. 

In a moment he joins the others gathered around the radio, and once 
again f wait for the noises of the night. 








3UMcb 3=^ WW # 3TPTT eft 3it c^ldjofl q^RT R3=t 3RTT £ dMdlM q? 

o o o 

q^r 3^ qqrq qr §fr qqT qr. 

dldlofl # FRq7 q^ ^TrTT f 3^1 ^TT f. “SRT £q feqfT 3^T f^T, fWt 3flT 
qqq q^FT qT Qchcl sTo# #7 3TRq ^TTf^cT qqT^T f?” 

^ q<HcM ^ #7tT q? M ^T2T W. q^ oRTT fa 3^ qff qq $\ 

“e?T,” 3<^l<r| “3RT eff cf^R 3TT t- ef^T 3f3fT f, STRT^ 3TsT 

O 

gj^rtr «tth q<M. strt^ ?q q^rr eft 3 rr q#at. ^f,” 3^1<ri ^trt ^t^t. 

x?q7 ctrt £r qt 3 rr pM % qm ^faqt qq qra* qq£ # q?PTq qq. aflr 


k ,£ b qqil 3-f bb< <1 cl ^7 ■isflV>o-|l c b q>T ^RoTR c b‘<<rl cH d 1 1 . 







“ When we are older, we will have guns: samis friend tells him, 

SAMI SHAKES I IIS I IE AD NO. 

‘THE FIGHTING WILL BE OVER THEN," 1 IE SAN'S. 

‘IT CANNOT LAST FOREVER' 

'BUT WHO WILL S TOP IT?' HIS FRIEND ASKS 



‘oTcr erf ^hft, era # 3 rr?t ^Wr,” wrfi % 

5?tTcT ^ 3^T 

^BTJfr ^ 3TCRT RI V # felT. 

‘era c^Tf aftr ort eft amRfr,” ^t. 

^tt 


“qr c^Tf qft ^ qftR ch<dK J J|l?” 37T% F^RT ^ WT. 
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